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Summary: Learning Psynergy was no easy task and 
Matthew isn't so sure that his dad is being a great help. 


*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1 


Matthew shoved his wet hair out of his face, it just had to 
rain, now of all times. The sun had already begun to set and 
now the storm clouds had covered up what little light was 
left. 


Sighing in fustration, Matthew knelt down onto the cold 
stone, ignoring its increasing dampness. He picked up the 
ends of his yellow scarf, twisted it dry, and slung it over his 
shoulder, well out of the way of forming puddles. Sitting 
back onto his heels he gave a noncommitted wave of his 
hand. 


Nothing. 


He had bolted out of Kayla right after breakfast to practice 
his Psynergy, same as always. But really, he should've been 
home hours ago. Ever since Karis and Tyrell began to show 
off their progress by using Psynergy in casual every day 
activities, Matthew had gotten into the habit of heading out 
extra early with a packed lunch and coming home only when 
it got too dark to see properly much to his mom's dismay. 


Karis has had Whirlwind down pat since day one when Mr. 
Ivan had given them all a lesson on the basics of Wind 
Psynergy. Tyrell seemed to have known how to use Fire Ball 
since he was old enough to flick his finger, he proved that by 
nearly burning down Patcher's Place. And what could he, 
Matthew, do? 


Sure, he could use the Move and Growth Psynergy, but so 
what? Surely all Venus adepts could use those at a drop of a 
hat. He was supposed to be able to shatter the earth and 
uproot trees. 


But no, even the basic Quake Psynergy was out of his reach. 
Mom, Dad, and many of the other Vale survivors kept 
reminding him that he was still a kid, that he had plenty of 
time, and not to be too hard on himself. But far from being 
comforted, it only made him burn with shame. Tomorrow 
would be his twelfth birthday and he was just waiting for the 
day when the "you're young" excuse would run out. 


And What about Dad? 


What sort of power did he have when he was Matthew's age? 
And Uncle Felix too, were they all causing earthquakes ata 
whim even before going on their legendary quest? 


As if he could actually sit Dad down and ask him a few 
square questions. Matthew didn't talk much, he was fully 
aware of that; heck, he was practically known for it around 
Kaylay. But when he wanted to talk, the opportunity never 
seemed to come up. And Dad was never around for more 
than a few weeks at a time either, and most of that time was 
spent conversing about the Wise one or the Mourning Moon. 
It made the occasional pat on the head from him all the 
more important, and all the more infuriating. Mom seemed 
to have grudgingly accepted the matter-maybe because she 
had been part of the restoration of Alchemy-even if she did 
give Dad an earful every time he came home. 


Even if he didn't get the full impact, Matthew knew enough 
to understand that monitering Mount Aleph was important. 
But would it really kill Dad to spend a day or two teaching 
him some earth Psynergy, or fishing, or even just sweeping 
the floor or washing the dishes? 


Or has Dad already caught on to how much trouble Matthew 
was having and gave up on him ever becoming a competent 
adept? 


He gets plenty of friendly elbows from Vale survivors for 
being the son of two Warriors of Vale. Maybe he was 
becoming complacent, he had taken great pains to not act 
like some kind of stuck up brat who was cruising on Daddy's 
legacy but maybe it wasn't enough. 


Matthew had been kneeling on the ground for a long time 
and he was starting to feel the chill creeping in on him. He 
pulled his scarf over his chin for warmth. It was a funny 
piece of clothing really, what sort of person wore a bright 
yellow scarf? Dad had given it to him the day he had 
mastered the Move Psynergy. Tyrell often teased that if he 
ever had to find Matthew, he'd just ask for the kid with the 
spiky blonde hair and a matching scarf flapping in the wind. 
Even Karis would eventually find an ounce of mischief and 
tie his scarf into a big bow if she ever caught him asleep. 
But none of that embarassed Matthew, since the day Dad 
had tied it around his neck, he had never gone without it. 


Drawing a deep breath, he held up his hands in front of him 
and began, once again, to concentrate. If he could just make 
one of the little pebbles littering the ground tremble, just a 
little-just one tiny little indication that he was making 
progress-maybe he would feel better. 


But just as he was about to unleash what he hoped 
desperately hoped was some semblence of a Quake 
Psynergy, a loud of clap of thunder scared him. When he 
regained his bearings, he had lost his focal point and 
couldn't judge whether the pebble had moved so much as 
an inch. Resisting the urge to throw something, Matthew 
clambered to his feet. That last attempt had used up the last 
of his Psynergy, not that he had a large resevoir to draw 
from to begin with. Walking always seemed to help speed up 
the regeneration process. 


Matthew's sides ached as if he had just ran a long distance. 
Whoever thought up the theory that Psynergy wasn't a 
strain on the body deserved to be kicked off one of the 
Elemental Lighthouses. 


He couldn't tell if he was sweating, by now he was soaked to 
the skin and everything had turned a shade of gray. The cold 
wasn't so bad anymore though, he seemed to have gotten 
use to it. He marched back and forth, rain water splashing 
against his boots. However, as he was stewing in his anxiety, 
Matthew missed a particularly deep gouge in the ground. His 
foot slipped and sent him flailing, almost comically. He 
landed with a hollow thump, his ribs on fire as they met 
stone. After laying stunned for a moment, Matthew pushed 
himself up into a sitting position. If the Wise One decided 
that he also needed to be struck by lightning next, he was 
going to cry. 


Rubbing his bruised ribs, Matthew glared at the pebbles he 
had been trying to move as if he could suddenly turn into a 
Mars adept and melt them into magma. He couldn't see any 
point in continuing practicing today; maybe he could just 
lay here a while until his side stopped hurting, or until the 
rain stopped, or until a Psynergy vortex came and swallowed 
him up. 


His eyes began to smart and colored spots began to dance 
before him. 


Colored spots? 


Jolted into alertness, Matthew looked down to see that 
instead of some sort of hallucination, he was staring at a fire 
Djinn who was standing at his feet. Shaking water droplets 
from his eyelashes, he peered down at the little orange 


creature but try as he might he couldn't tell which Djinn it 
was, they all looked the same to him. 


“Come on Matthew!" it chirped, jumping up and down, 
“Jenna's worried. It's getting dark and you'll catch a cold if 
you stay out in the rain." 


Moving like a rusty machine, Matthew silently picked up the 
Djinn and hugged it to his chest. Mars Djinn always seemed 
to give off some warmth. He trudged the short distance back 
to Kayla, unaware that his grip on the Djinn was tightening 
until the fire spirit squeaked in protest. The streets of the 
town were empty as all the sane people were properly dry in 
the homes. Matthew had walked home with his head down 
often enough that he was willing to bet that he knew the 
number of stone flags between the the town entrance and 
his front door. 


His fingers felt stiff as he started to turn the door knob. 
Should he put on a grinning facade as he walked in? Maybe 
he could say that he stayed out so late because he was 
finally starting to get the hang of things. 


But before he could decide on any course of action, the door 
opened and he was promptly yanked inside. 


"Matthew!" Jenna pulled him into a hug, ignoring that fact 
that he was dripping wet, "When the rain started | thought 
that you would head home but-just promise me that you 
won't stay out in this kind of weather." 


As she peeled off the scarf that was plastered to Matthew's 
shoulders, he looked up to see two people sitting by the 
fireplace. 


“Matthew, you'll get sick if you stay out in the rain", scolded 
Karis. 


"Hey Matthew." called Tyrell at the same time. 


Matthew managed a weak smile before taking the 
opportunity to turn away by setting down the Mars Djinn on 
a window sill. 


"I'm going to toss these into the laundry basket." said Jenna 
as she hung Matthew's scarf and jacket over her arm, 
"Karis?" 


"Sure thing." Karis hopped up and cast a mild Whirlwind on 
the clothes that Matthew still had on, drying them 
instantaniously. 


"Karis stopped by my place before we came here. You 
should've seen the umbrella she had, it probably could've fit 
five people under it." said Tyrell as he threw a handful of 
Sparks into the fireplace causing the flames to strengthen, 
"It looked like a giant ugly mushroom." 


"Hey!" Karis snapped indignantly, "My father invented that! 
It was suppose to carry people into the air with wind 
Psynergy. It just...didn't work so I'm recycling it." 


Upon seeing Tyrell and Karis perform their Psynergy so 
efortlessly, Matthew's smile faltered. He settled down onto 
the rug beside his friends as Karis continued to speak of 
what her fahter had been researching. He couldn't help but 
glance into a corner of the living room where his sword 
stood, untouched for weeks. Maybe Psynergy wasn't the only 
thing he was falling behind. 


The three of them soon fell into a comfortable silence in the 
plesant warmthy of the fire. Somewhere in the kitchen, 
Jenna was shifting around pots and pans as she prepared 
dinner. 


"Tyrell?" 


Karis and Tyrell jumped, looked at each other; upon realizing 
that neither of them had spoken, they looked at Matthew in 
amazement. Under their shocked gazes, Matthew shrugged 
self conciously. Now that he thought of it, his voice did 
sound a bit thin from lack of use. 


"Yeah, Matthew? What's up?" Tyrell said. 


"Do you-" Matthew cleared his throat, "Do you want to 
pratice swords in the backyard?" 


"Huh? Sure, | was getting bored of sitting around anyways." 
Tyrell stretched his arms and stood up, the energy in his 
voice returning. 


Standing up as well, Matthew waved for Karis to follow. She 
didn't snow any interest in using swords but it was amazing 
what sort of tips Karis could give just from watching their 
movements. 


The backyard was half covered by a canopy, completely 
protected from the rain. Matthew turned the pratice sword 
around a couple of times in his hand, it was much lighter 
than a real sword but as Mr. Garet said, 'it was never too late 
to get started’. 


"Ready or not, here | come!" Tyrell yelled. 


He lunged towards Matthew swinging his sword so hard that 
Matthew could feel the vibrations as he jumped to the side. 


"Tyrell! You're not suppose to be hitting for real!" Karis 
shouted from where she was sitting on the steps, "You 
could've really hurt Matthew!" 


"Don't be a spoil sport Karis!" Tyrell hopped back a few 
paces, "You weren't going to be hit by that were you 
Matthew? But I won't let you off that easy, I'm going to get 
you this time!" 


Truthfully, Matthew didn't think that it was such a good 
strategy for Tyrell to call out every time he was going to 
attack. This time, Tyrell's blade grazed his leg-a much lighter 
blow as he had stopped playing around. Matthew swung his 
own blade around and managed to clip Tyrell gentlely on the 
shoulder. 


They continued this way for a while, their movements very 
formulaic but anyone with eyes could see that none of it was 
instinctive yet. They were concentrating hard on utilizing 
the handful of moves that their fathers had taught them. 
Finally, Tyrell seemed to have become tired of all the 
carefully planned steps, swung wildly and flung Matthew's 
sword from his hand. They both stood and watched the 
sword spinning through the air with a mixture of horror and 
awe. 


When it finally imbedded itself into the grass, Matthew and 
Tyrell grinned at each other. Matthew ran into the rain, 
plucked the sword out of the ground, then dashed back 
before he could become too wet. He supposed that he had 
lost that round but he didn't mind as much as he thought he 
would. Training with Tyrell always seemed to come off as fun. 
It really was a shame that they didn't share the same 
elemental abilities. Or would be worse, having someone who 
could be a glaring example that Venus Psynergy was not as 
hard as Matthew felt it was. 


"Come inside kids, dinnner!" Jenna shouted from inside the 
house. 


Once they were all settled down at the dinner and had 
tucked in, Karis turned to Matthew. 


"My dad's coming over tomorrow. He wanted to speak with 
Isaac and Garet but he also wanted to be there to wish you a 
happy birthday." 


Matthew smiled in response, he liked Mr. Ivan. The man was 
a learned scholar but still had his moments of delightful 
quirkiness. 


"That's right, Isaac and Garet are coming down from their 
cabin as well." Jenna passed a bowl of mashed potatoes 
around the table. 


"Alright! It's been ages since they came for a visit." Garet 
stuck his fork haphazardly into a piece of meat, "My old 
man's always going on about how up there it's all work and 
no play." 


Though he was still smiling, Matthew couldn't help but feel 
dread sliding down his spine. Dad and Mr. Garet were sure to 
ask about how his Psynergy was progressing. If he lied then 
Dad would know, or if he didn't then he'd want Matthew to 
show him. 


Once the dishes were cleared away, Jenna shooed them all 
upstairs. 


"Off to bed if you want to wake up early enough to meet 
your dads." she had said. 


Karis got the guest room while Matthew and Tyrell set up a 
Spare bed in Matthew's room. 


Sometimes Matthew was really jealous of Tyrell, it seemed 
like he could fall asleep the moment his head hit the pillow. 


Matthew on the other hand, stayed awake long after Tyrell's 
snores filled the room. 


Dad was coming home. 


Now that he had a quiet moment to reflect, he wasn't sure if 
he dared to be happy for the occasion. After all, he was just 
going to leave in a week or two. Not to mention that they 
wouldn't really get to spend any time together during his 
stay. Sure, he let Matthew help him out with work or tag 
along if he took a trip to Patcher's Place, but no leisure time. 


Was a game of catch really too much to ask? 


And then there was the issue of his Psynergy training. As 
much as he hated to admit it, Matthew was getting the 
sneaking suspicion that it might not be possible for him to 
advance without asking for tutelage. Uncle Felix hasn't been 
around for quote some time so who was the only 
experienced Venus adept he could ask? 


Sighing, Matthew rolled over and pulled the blankets over 
his head. 


When had birthdays become this depressing? 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2 


Matthew rolled onto his side and clamped a pillow over his 
head. A few seconds later he flopped back onto his back. 
After tossing and turning for an hour or so, he had all but 
given up on sleep. 


Sure, he felt weary but not in the sleepy sort of way, instead 
he was sitting in a veritable cloud of boredom that not even 
Karis' perfect Whirlwind could blow away. Usually he was 
exhausted after a long day of training and fell asleep with 
the plans of tomorrow swimming through his head. Tonight 
however, his head seemed to be in a twisted jumble. 


It was like something was buzzing around in his mind, 
something like...like that Drone Bee that somehow had 
gotten into the sweets shop. Matthew still couldn't think of 
that occasion without having to suppress a chuckle. Tyrell, 
Matthew, and Karis had been tearing apart the store in their 
search for a certain flavor of fudge that Tyrell had 
specifically described as "Super-caramelly-golden-delicious- 
better than Cure floating on Zol". Matthew hadn't really 
noticed the Drone Bee at first, what with him wondering how 
Tyrell managed to taste a Psynergy, he was only alerted 
when he heard a piercing shriek that would've made any 
silly damsel in distress proud. At first, he turned to Karis, 
albiet a bit shocked that his normally calm friend would lose 
her composure. Upon seeing that Karis was busy preparing 
her Psynergy, he slowly turned towards Tyrell. His flame 
haired friend was hiding behind the display of chocolate 
bars, paralyzed with fear. 


Who knew that Tyrell had such a wide range of vocality? And 
they never did find that special fudge either. 


But once the momentary distraction wore off, the 
sentimental smile faded off of Matthew's face. He pulled his 
blanket over his head and sat in the dark for a few minutes. 
Finally, giving up on the prospect of sleep, he tossed the 
covers aside and hopped out of bed. 


Carefully closing the bedroom door behind him, Matthew 
walked barefooted back into the living room. The Djinn 
always came out when everyone turned in for the night and 
now the various chairs and tables were littered with dozing 
Mars Djinn. Stacking three Djinn on top of one another, 
Matthew cleared out a space and sat down on the sofa. If it 
were a warmer day, he would've tried to be productive and 
gone back to practicing Psynergy. 


"Too excited to sleep?" 


Matthew nearly jumped out of his skin as a hand pinched his 
cheek, his hair probably stood more on end than usual too. 
Twisting around he saw Jenna leaning over him. 


"Excited for your party tomorrow?" Jenna asked. 


Unfortunately Matthew couldn't match Mom's enthusiasm. 
But maybe he was being too depressing, he was sort of 
looking forward to cake. 


"And your dad's coming home too." 


Matthew nodded, he had to admit that it was always a little 
odd having Dad around. It was more like seeing a long time 
family friend than his father. But as soon as that thought 
touched his mind he felt ashamed. Mr. Garet also lived up in 
Goma Plateau but did he see Tyrell brooding over it so often? 
Matthew drew in his knees, pushing aside the side thought 
that Mr. Garet did come down from the Plateau far more 
often than his own dad. 


"Matthew?" 
Matthew tipped his back, looking at his mother upsidedown. 


"You're upset aren't you?" she said sadly, "About your 
father?" 


That was exactly what he was mulling over but Matthew 
couldn't bring himself to agree. 


"Quake." he said simply, shaking his head. 
"Quake?" Jenna said, confused, "Psynergy?" 


Her eyes widened as she realized what Matthew meant, "You 
don't really think that Isaac's going to be upset over that do 
you? Everyone learns Psynergy at different speeds. Your 
father was very talented with attack Psynergy but Kraden 
had to hound him into working on his Cure Psynergy. Garet 
was pratically born knowing how to burn down everything in 
sight-good thing he learned some restraint later-but Kraden 
nagged him to fine tune his technique and that took some 
time. | mean, even your Uncle Felix needed some tutoring." 


Matthew let himself relax a little, feeling a bit better after 
listening to Jenna. Even the Warriors of Vale had needed to 
work hard to learn Psynergy in the beginning. 


So maybe he wasn't naturally talented like Tyrell or Karis, 
but maybe with some tutelage he could catch up. A genuine 
smile breaking out across his face he hopped off the couch, 
hugged Mom goodnight and dashed off to his room. There, 
he dove back into bed. He was going to wake up extra early 
to meet Dad at the door and ask him for some lessons in 
Psynergy. Maybe he would even be able to learn the Quake 
Psynergy before the end of the week. 


"Wake up Matthew! Happy Birthday!" Tyrell yelled. 


Matthew blinked awake to Tyrell's shaking. Rubbing sleep 
out of his eyes, he swung his legs over the edge of his bed. 
Tyrell was looking as toussled as he but Karis, who was 
standing in the doorway, was already dressed. 


“Come on! Your mom said that everyone had already arrived. 
Get dressed you two!" she said before running off. 


Instantly awake, Matthew quickly dressed and washed up. 
After tying his scarf around his neck he followed Tyrell to the 
front door. 


Mr. lvan, Mr. Garet, and Dad were standing around chatting 
with Mom and a few other adults from the town. They 
stopped when Karis, Tyrell, and Matthew came to meet 
them! 


"Tyrell, Matthew, look at the two of you. | hardly recognize 
you." said Ivan, shaking hands with them then putting his 
arm around Karis. 


"Amazing isn't it?" Garet laughed, "But it's you who hasn't 
stopped by in a year, Ivan." 


"Sorry." said Ivan sheepishly, "I've been pretty busy, what 
with studying ways to reach Mount Aleph and all." 


"As we all have." said Isaac, he looked down at Matthew who 
shrunk under his gaze, "Practicing your Psynergy, you 
three?" 


"Totally!" said Tyrell. 


"Yes, sir." answered Karis with far more tact, casting Tyrell a 
half amused half scolding look. 


Matthew just nodded, though smiling brightly. 
"Still the strong and silent type, eh Matthew?" joked Garet. 
“Now now Garet." Jenna said, "Let's come inside." 


There was always an inevitable akwardness when dealing 
with adults in Matthew's mind. Adults seemed to always use 
gatherings as an excuse to talk about their children while 
said children were sitting less than a foot away. But he 
wasn't about to cut in. Mr. lvan usually had some interesting 
news on a new machine he was creating or a ruin he had 
explored and Mr. Garet always had a joke to tell, some of 
which he never finished because Mom would whack him 
over the head and say something about how kids were still 
in the room. 


All the kids had their favorite subjects to listen to and took 
their turns sitting in a stupor or listening intently. Tyrell 
always seemed to fall asleep when the subject turned to 
politics and jolt awake when someone mentioned fighting 
something or someone. Karis naturally loved the talk of 
technology. When the talk turned to Psynergy, Matthew 
immediately sat up straight. 


"How are you guys getting along with training?" Ivan asked. 
"It's alright." said Karis modestly. 


"Tell it to us straight, Karis." egged on Garet, "I'll bet you've 
blown away an entire desert already." 


"Maybe, but I'll bet Tyrell would turn all the sand to glass 
first." giggled Karis, trying to conceal her pride but clearly 
pleased with herself. 


"Hey!" Tyrell exclaimed thinking it was a rebuk but flashed a 
shit-eating grin once he realized her compliment, "That's 
right! Fireball's so easy, it's like the flames are a part of my 
hand." 


"And that's how it should be." Isaac said approvingly, "A 
good adept should always use Psynergy as an extention of 
their mind." 


"And what about Flare Wall?" asked Garet, "How's that 
coming along?" 


"It's awesome! I've got it down completely, piece of cake." 
insisted Tyrell. 


"| should hope so, | must've spent an age and a half working 
with you on that!" Garet said gruffly, doing a very poor job of 
masking his delight. 


"You didn't tell me you've learned Flare Wall!" exclaimed 
Karis, impressed. 


"Well if | told you then you'd have jumped ahead of me 
before | could even say ‘wait up'." shot back Tyrell, "What 
are you working on now?" 


"Fresh Breeze." replied Karis, "Dad's been really emphasizing 
on healing Psynergy that heals a group instead of just one 
person. Really handy in battles." 


"What about you, Son?" Isaac turned towards Matthew, "How 
have you been getting on?" 


Matthew didn't reply, but this time it wasn't from his usual 
habit of silence or from his own guilt. A lead weight had 

formed in the pit of his stomach and now it was starting to 
burn. The heat traveled upwards, making him grit his teeth 


and his face burn. He had known that Karis was getting 
lessons from Mr. Ivan when he had a moment to spare but he 
had not had any clue that Mr. Garet was also mentoring 
Tyrell. 


He swallowed the lump that was forming in his throat and 
clenched his fists. Seeing that everyone was still silent, 
presumably waiting for his answer, he continued to stay 
resoutely silent. He tried to look his father in the eye but he 
could only managed a flicker upwards before fixing his gaze 
back onto his knees. If he looked for any longer then he 
might've ended up using some of the foul language that he 
had heard Patcher use once. 


"Er...Matthew's always a bit shy when there's a bunch of 
people around." said Karis, seeing his discomfort and 
mercifully sparing him from speaking. 


"Yes, of course." Ivan said, though he sounded concerned. 


Soon, everyone continued conversing but Matthew could 
still feel Isaac's eyes on him. After a while Jenna kicked 
everyone out of the house, saying that she was setting up 
the food and wanted it to be a surprise. 


"Hey, why don't we show them those floating flowers that we 
planted?" Karis suggested. 


Matthew followed the group for a few steps, then finally, 
when he was sure everyone's back was turned, bolted off. He 
ran through the town, dodging people and narrowly missing 
some of the pots and boxes that everyone seemed to like 
leaving out. 


His foot nearly caught in a fractured stone flag, he yanked it 
free and kicked the chipped piece out of the ground 
viciously before continuing his sprint. His eyes were blurred 


and his ears were pounding but he was no longer feeling 
ashamed at his slow progress. 


No wonder his progress was so minimal compared to his 
friends! They were getting help from their parents. Parents 
who actually cared enough about them to tear their eyes 
from the stupid mountain to teach them a thing or two about 
Psynergy. Parents who actually took a moment or two away 
from work to keep tabs on their self esteem. 


It was like someone had punched him in the gut. The 
uncomfortable twisting sensation that had been occupying 
him for the past few weeks had turned into a raging anger. 


What was Dad playing at? Coming to visit on his birthday, 
hasn't he done enough without causing further pain by 
pretending to care? 


Matthew had no idea how long he had been running but 
when he finally stopped, his legs were aching and his breath 
was coming in gasps. Wiping his eyes and looking up, he 
realized that he had run out of Kalay. He had no idea where 
he was but at the moment he didn't care in the slightest. He 
could get lost some where in Morgal for all he cared. After 
all, it wasn't like Isaac was going to come looking for him. 


As his anxieties over his father's approval continued to warp 
and evolve, he was suddenly very glad that Isaac rarely 
came down from Goma Plateau. 


It was better that it was just him and Mom, he didn't need a 
father who didn't even want to be a part of his life. Mom had 
taken care of him and sometimes even Tyrell and Karis just 
fine. Everything had been fine without Dad, so what did he 
need him for? 


He knelt down onto the grass to give himself a moment of 
rest. As he dried his eyes and his breath steadied, the blood 
stopped pounding in his ears. As he could once again hear 
clearly, somewhere to the left of him, he could here a 
buzzing sound, not unlike the kind that had plagued him the 
night before. 


Out of the corner of his eye he saw a flutter of wings and 
suddenly he found himself instinctively falling backwards as 
a large stinger jabbed at him. Jumping to his feet, he found 
himself looking up at a particularly large Drone Bee. 


The fear that should've risen up was far outclassed by his 
anger. Without any rational hesitation, he lashed out at the 
Drone Bee. Avoiding another stinger attack he struck out. As 
he didn't have any weapons with him, he instead seized one 
of the Bee's wings. He ripped it off with an animalistic fury 
and flung it back at the Bee. Missing one of its wings, it 
plummeted to the ground. 


Still seeing red, Matthew stomped on its abdomen with all 
his might. But the Drone Bee's body was very hard and it 
was still very much alive. It reared up and jabbed at 
Matthew again. This time it caught him on the forearm, 
tearing a large hole in his sleeve and drawing blood. 
Matthew felt none of the pain, instead, he once again 
crushed the Bee under his foot. This time, however, he had 
the sense to jump back before it recovered. 


Who said that needed Isaac to learn Psynergy? If his father 
didn't care enough to teach him, then he'd just learn by 
himself. He didn't need the tutelage of a man who pratically 
abandoned him just to be close to some stupid mountain 
with a floating cyclopse rock inside. 


Blinded with rage, something very uncharacteristic was 
rising up from Matthew's chest. 


He yelled, releasing all of the pent up disappointment, 
shame, and newly formed emotions of hatred and fury. 


With all his might, he drew up Psynergy so quickly that bits 
of rock and earth trembled around him. Putting one foot 
back, bending his knees in preperation for the recoil, 
Matthew threw as much Psynergy as he could at the Drone 
Bee. 


The earth shattered and rose into the air. It crashed back 
down onto the Drone Bee, crushing it immediately. 


Matthew stayed in his pose for a while, breathing heavily 
and trying to grasp what he had just done. He was shaking a 
little and he could still feel the Psynergy surging through his 
body. 


"That was a very impressive Quake Psynergy." 


Matthew turned around to see Isaac standing a few yards 
behind him. 


*Chapter 3*: Chapter 3 


Matthew's inside's squirmed at the sight of his father. He 
hadn't exactly planned what he would do after running out 
of town and he certainly did not have an explanation for why 
he bolted from his own birthday party. He briefly looked to 
the remains of the Drone Bee, perhaps he could say that he 
Saw one in town and chased after it, wanting to show off his 
power; he was still young enough to use the bravado 
excuse. Yes, that would do, he would be painted as a moron 
but he could live with that. 


"Matthew." Isaac reached out for his shoulder. 


Something shifted in Matthew as he felt his father's fingers 
made contact with him. An ugly feeling that burned as hot 
as lava flooded his body, overwhelming any rational dams 
that stood before it. Before he could stop himself, his arms 
flew out, pushing Isaac away as hard as he could. 


"Go away! | don't want you here!" his mouth said before his 
mind could register the words. 


Isaac looked as stunned as Matthew felt, his hand still in 
midair and his eyes wide. Matthew's jaw went slack, as if 
someone had just blamed him for a crime he did not commit. 
With the sudden halt in mental commands, his body 
switched into fight or flight mode and immediately chose 
flight. It wasn't until he had mostly retraced his path back 
into Kaylay, was Matthew able to collect his bearings. Some 
part of him was surprised that Isaac had not caught him; he 
had bolted as fast as he could but his father could easily 
catch up with his longer strides. He followed a different 
street home, one that allowed him to sneak through a 
neighbor's yard to access the narrow alley at the side of his 


house. There, he had planted a vine in a small piece of 
exposed earth. After an incident where Matthew and Tyrell 
had used a Psynergy vine to get into school after 
oversleeping, Mom had forbid them to plant any more, but 
Matthew had managed to sneak one in behind a cluster of 
bushes. Casting Growth, he watched as the vine snaked up 
to his half open bedroom window. Grasping the thick stalk in 
his hands, he pulled himself up, trying not to let his feet 
scrape too loudly on the bricks lest someone hear him. He 
had climbed trees countless times but he could never quite 
get use to climbing vines, it just didn't feel right with 
nothing supporting him from underneath and his entire 
weight supported by his hands. Pulling himself up hand over 
hand, he reached out for the window sill, ready to climb 
over. But just as he poked his head into the room, he caught 
the sound of voices, too muffled to make out what they were 
saying but they were definitely from the lower floor. Hoisting 
himself back onto the vine, he looked around frantically. He 
could recall a small shuttered window that led to the tiny 
attic that Mom wouldn't let him into but the only way to 
access it from the outside would be to swing down from the 
roof. Both the mature and childish parts of his brain knew 
that a broken ankle was probably all he would receive for his 
efforts and it was better to simply swallow his pride and 
slink in through the front door but Matthew's brain hadn't 
done much to help him out with his father so why listen to it 
now? If he broke his ankle then everyone would leave to 
avoid the awkwardness, the party would be over and Isaac 
would have to go back up the mountain. He could live with 
Tyrell calling him stupid, he could sit through Karis' calling 
him out for fleeing; but he couldn't deal with whatever his 
mother would say to him. Responding to his Psynergy, the 
vine curled higher, anchoring itself into a shingle on the 
roof. 


Matthew had never been all that scared of heights but he 
couldn't stop the sinking feeling in his gut as he peered 
down to the ground from his position at the apex of the 
triangular structure. Bracing himself as best he could, he 
slowly shuffled downwards. Swallowing hard, he lay down on 
his stomach and reached over the edge to push at the 
shutters blocking the window. They must have been very old 
as the wood had shrunk enough for Matthew to slip a hand 
between the cracks and shake loose what turned out to bea 
simple slot mechanism. Now for the hard part: getting into 
the window. After taking a moment to think, Matthew figured 
that the safest way would be to go feet first. Keeping his 
elbows firmly on the roof, he carefully lowered a foot to try to 
find the window sill. After a terrifying second when he kicked 
out into empty air, his shoe caught the edge of the window. 
Slowly, he lowered himself in, first legs, then body, then 
head. He landed with a soft thud, a faint halo of dust flying 
up around him. Matthew blinked a couple of times, trying to 
adjust his eyes to the light. Looking around, he doubted that 
anyone had gone into the attic in years. A layer of grime 
covered every surface; no lamps were around with the only 
light coming from the now opened window and tiny slits 
around a trap door. There weren't even any boxes lying 
about. Matthew moved to walk in further only to be yanked 
back by the neck. Turning with some difficulty, he noticed 
that his scarf had snagged on an old nail. Carefully pulling it 
free, he unraveled it from his neck and spread it out on the 
cleanest patch of ground for him to sit on. He supposed that 
he could sit here for a couple of hours until everyone left 
then he'd go and face the music. Isaac knew he was okay so 
maybe Karis and Tyrell would still have a little while to catch 
up with their parents rather than search for him. The 
moment this thought reached Matthew, his eyes began to 
sting and water. Despite the shakiness of the veneer, he felt 
calm inside, yet his breath still quickened and choked. He 
gritted his teeth until his jaw ached and tried to take deep 


steady breaths but the feeling of desertion would not leave 
him. Matthew didn't know if he was particularly clever or 
talented but he usually prided himself on having enough 
foresight to not throw a fit over small things. He never 
fussed over a lost toy or taking home a bad test grade. He 
could spend time finding the toy, or enduring a scolding, he 
could see over the gulf of discomfort. But he could not see 
over the veritable ocean of abandonment he saw before him. 
No father, it would be fine, he repeated to himself. He 
couldn't even remember a time when Isaac wasn't 
constantly leaping between mountain and Kaylay, maybe 
there wasn't a time? All that he would have to do would be 
to stay in his room during future visits. 


"Isaac, what did you say to him?" 


Matthew nearly leaped to his feet at the muffled voice of his 
mother. He leaned down as far is he could without mopping 
the floor with hair, trying to hear their conversation through 
the floorboards. 


"| don't know. He pushed me, said he didn't want me around 
anymore." 


"Isaac, l-never mind, maybe you should let me talk to him 
first." 


Jenna heaved a heavy sigh before both adults fell silent. 
Matthew held his breath, fighting the urge to run to his 
mother. He knew that he couldn't stay in the attic forever, 
however much he might wish it, but he wasn't about to gift 
wrap himself an apology. 


"Matthew. Your father's gone now. You can come out and tell 
Mother what's wrong." 


Matthew had to bite his lip to hold back a remark of how his 
mother would look if he were not hiding in the house. 


"Please Matthew; | know you wouldn't actually run away. You 
know better than to worry everyone like that. Whatever has 
you upset, you can talk to me about it." 


A part of Matthew wanted badly to remain obstinate, to stay 
in the attic until someone physically dragged him out. But 
he couldn't lie and claim that he did not desperately want to 
go down to speak with his mother. Moms can fix anything, or 
at the very least he was willing to believe that right now. He 
knelt down by the trapped door and pulled it open with a 
sharp creek. Fixing as blank and expression as he could 
muster, he hopped down out of the attic. 


